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DONALD  MaeKENZIE  MacFADYEN 


URROUNDED  by  so  great  a  number  of  witnesses,  the  Class  of 
Nineteen  Hundred  and  Six  has  come  together  for  the  last 
time;  to  say  good-bye  to  the  underclass-men  we  have  known, 
the  faculty  we  admire,  and  the  school  we  so  dearly  love. 

In  behalf  of  the  Senior  Class,  I  wish  to  welcome  every  one 
here  assembled  to  share  our  common  joy. 

Our  four  years  here  have  been  filled  with  joy  and  pleasure. 
We  have  been  instructed  to  model  our  lives  after  the  highest 
possible  ideal,  and  measure  our  actions  by  the  golden  rule.  Day  by  day, 
week  by  week,  we  have  felt  the  uplifting  influence  of  the  powers  that  be, 
who,  as  Milton  said  of  Cromwell,  "Guided  by  faith  and  matchless 
fortitude." 

We  stand  here  now  ready  to  go  forth  —  to  climb  another  step  in  the 
ladder  of  life.  .  We  shall  endeavor  to  reflect  credit  on  this  institution  that 
has  so  long  and  carefully  nurtured  us,  and  prove  ourselves  worthy  sons 
of  Old  Exeter. 

What  has  this  all  been  for?  For  the  knowledge  that  makes  life 
richer;  for  the  friendships  that  make  life  sweeter;  for  the  discipline  that 
brings  power  to  the  task  that  is  high  and  hard ;  for  the  visions  that  lighten 
our  path,  like  a  pillar  of  fire;  and  the  truth  that  shall  make  us  free. 
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CARROLL  TROWBRIDGE  COONEY 

ELLOW  CLAvSSMATES  AND  FRIENDS :  — The  Explorer, 


although  he  has  contributed  greatly  to  the  world's  history 
receives  little  or  no  credit.  In  the  abstract  he  is  anything: 
scientist,  man  of  letters,  traveller,  but  always  a  seeker  after 
truth.  He  is  the  advance  guard  of  civilization:  yet,  alter  he- 
has  attained  the  ideal,  has  realized  his  \  ision,  the  w  orld  alone 
reaps  the  benefit  of  his  discovery.    The  plaudits  oi  the  people 


-   1  are  stifled  in  the  joy  of  their  acquisition.    He  is  forgotten. 

Perhaps,  he  has  long  lived  among  them,  living  their  commonplace 
life,  but  never  dreaming  their  dreams.  He  is  secretly  lighted  by  a  hidden 
divine  fire.  Little  do  his  brethren  suspect,  when  he  goes  abroad  among 
them  with  unseeing  eyes,  that  he  is  tending  a  flame  not  his  own.  But  he 
is  the  chosen  disciple,  one  of  those  poor  "dreamers  dreaming  greatly  in 
the  man-stifled  town." 

Once  there  lived  a  dreamer,  with  this  hidden  gift  for  his  birthright, 
and  one  that  had  always  been  "at  the  mercy  of  visiting  angels.'1  But  he 
fought  them  valiantly,  and  thought  that  he  was  loyal  to  his  work.  Per 
sistently,  however,  he  was  tormented  by  that  hidden  v  >ice  a  voice  that 
urged  him  to  follow  a  quest,  unknown  and  undefined.  Quest?  What, 
indeed,  had  he  to  do  with  a  quest?  Here  he  had  come  with  the  early 
settlers,  into  a  new  land,  to  this  outpost  of  civilization  to  begin  a  life, 
simple  and  useful  and  ordered,  with  his  fat  herds  and  rich  crops  delighting 
the  eye  of  any  contented  mortal.    He  was  satisfied  and  contented. 

And  now  to  him,  dreaming  and  happy,  there  came  this  new  vision. 
In  the  books  they  called  it  the  Wandi trlust \  and  he  remembered  that  it 
usually  smote  young  men.  No  longer  was  there  any  rest  tor  him.  and  his 
peace  of  mind  left  him.  Always  a  haunting  voice  called  to  him  over  the 
ranges,  where  there  were  no  trails,  whispering  ol  new  fields  far  more  pros 
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perous,  of  treasures  hidden  in  the  hills.  He  alone  knew  it.  He  had  been 
chosen  for  this  great  adventure,  and  while  he  hesitated,  his  brothers,  con- 
tent with  their  even  lot,  called  him  a  fool.  Still,  through  the  long  days 
and  the  longer  nights,  the  lurking  spirit  among  the  foot-hills  called  him. 
He  knew  that  he  must  make  a  sacrifice,  the  supreme  surrender  of  all  that 
he  possessed  in  return  for  something  unknown.  With  a  heart  hot  within 
his  breast,  his  hand  turned  from  the  plow  obedient  to  the  call.  One  day, 
as  the  twilight  came  to  hide  all  that  was  most  dear  to  him,  he  crept  out  of 
town  equipped  for  the  journey  to  his  delectable  country  of  dream.  Out  on 
the  dusty  trail  he  forgot  to  philosophize  about  his  lonely  and  foolish  quest. 
He  pushed  on  with  childish  faith.  If  there  was  need  of  provision  he 
would  find  it  on  the  way. 

But  soon  the  trail  ended,  and  his  progress  became  more  tedious. 
Ever  behind  him  led  the  way  of  return  marked  by  his  solitary  camp-fires. 
But  he  was  done  with  civilization  —  he  who  was  destined  to  be  its  fore- 
runner. And  while  the  everlasting  voice  urged  him  onward  to  new  sur- 
prises, yet  it  lured  his  tired  steps  to  disillusion.  He  had  expected  plenty, 
and  one  day,  as  the  day's  march  was  ended,  he  quickly  emerged  upon  a 
solitary  desert. 

He  was  prepared  for  the  worst.  All  through  the  night  he  heard  the 
winds  blow  the  shifting  sands,  uncovering  no  trail  of  bleaching  bones  to 
guide  his  feet.  It  was  a  night  of  torment.  Beside  his  fire  he  fought  with 
the  dream  of  the  homeward  trail,  and,  as  the  sands  suddenly  whitened 
under  the  smile  of  dawn,  he  rose  the  victor.  Before  him  stretched  the 
lonely  desert,  and  the  only  living  sign  was  the  petulant  voice  urging  him 
into  the  Unknown.  It  was  now  a  reality,  this  desolation,  spread  out 
toward  the  horizon,  with  never  a  green  thing  to  tell  of  life.  A  Sea  of 
Sand,  and  he  was  embarking  with  a  simple  trust  in  Providence. 

There  have  been  men  who  have  recorded  their  mental  attitude  in  the 
sudden  face  of  danger.  Often  they  have  deliberated  with  logical  precision, 
but  oftener  they  have  clung  to  the  skirts  of  chance  with  frenzied  surprise 
and  bewilderment.  Only  the  select  of  mankind  have  this  endowment. 
But  with  our  foolish  adventurer  it  was  quite  otherwise  The  situation 
demanded  no  sudden  solution,  and  so,  in  the  grey  dawn,  he  conjectured 
about  the  green  things  and  the  standing  pools  awaiting  him  beyond  the 
horizon.  He  actually  thought  of  those  shadowy  mountains  sheltering 
valleys  of  hidden  treasure.  Into  the  blinding  glare  he  peered,  through  the 
dancing  heat-rays,  ever  toward  the  horizon.  In  vain  did  he  look  for  a 
vestige  of  life,  but  saw  never  a  comforting  cloud;  and  daily  his  precious 
store  of  water  dwindled.  Not  many  days  later,  his  water  failed,  but  now 
he  seemed  scarcely  to  mind.    A  dull  fixity  of  purpose  hurried  his  faltering 
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steps  and  deadened  the  physical  cries  of  his  body.  Now  more  than  ever 
did  his  ears  catch  the  whisper  of  the  wings  of  his  phantom,  and  he  stag- 
gered onward,  blindly  groping,  foolishly  chasing  the  mirage  that  eluded 
him.  There  have  been  men  who  suddenly  learned  a  hidden  meaning  in 
their  suffering.  Even  so  did  this  man.  The  first  selfish  desire  for  things 
that  meant  everything  to  him,  in  return  lor  his  sacrifice,  slowly  faded,  and 
even  in  the  madness  of  thirst  he  knew  himself  henceforth  as  the  Explorer. 
Stumbling  in  the  burning  sand  he  lurched  along,  with  a  body  Ion-  since 
broken,  and  a  spirit  already  failing.  The  mirage  of  the  oasis  haunted  him 
more  vividly  than  ever.  Oh  yes,  it  was  real,  it  was  close  to  him,  before 
his  burning  eyes,  and  he  felt  the  cooling  waters  lave  his  brows,  and  soothe 
his  parched  tongue.  Then  he  was  falling,  falling  down  a  dark  abj  ss,  and 
as  he  fell  he  passed  familiar  faces  in  the  glo  >m,  and  it  seemed  to  him  ages 
before  he  ceased  to  fall,  until  to  his  delirium  there  came  peace  and  oblivion 
*  *  *  *.  And  when  he  awoke  to  find  the  mirage  still  around  him  he  laughed 
foolishly.  He  rubbed  his  burning  eyes,  for  it  seemed  wonderfully  real. 
He  felt  the  water  with  his  burning  hands,  and  the  cold  made  him  delirious. 
He  foolishly  caressed  the  rough  bark  of  the  palms  till  the  blood  came  t<> 
prove  it  real.  Yes,  it  was  real,  it  was  all  true.  Like  a  child  he  had  lived 
and  died  and  risen  in  the  land  of  the  Story-books.  He  remembered 
vaguely  another  self,  unreal  and  ruthless  and  greedy;  now  lie  reflected 
upon  a  new  man,  who  had  sacrificed  for  others.  Long  days  through  he 
sat  in  the  shade  and  grew  strong  and  dreamed  of  the  land  he  could 
and  then  he  turned  to  gaze  back  over  the  desert. 

And  when  at  last  he  came  into  his  own  land  of  heart's  desire,  it  was 
as  if  his  dream  had  always  been  real.  His  gaze  lingered  over  its  rich 
lands,  he  stooped  to  delight  his  eyes  with  the  glowing  quartz,  and  he 
became  sad.  What  of  the  future?  He  saw  men  following  his  trail,  he 
saw  them  plundering  his  rich  valleys,  he  saw  them  possessing  his  lands. 
And  after  them  he  saw  others,  and  he  saw  mighty  cities  arise.  Then  he 
laughed  softly  to  himself  and  knew  that  he  was  not  dreaming. 

Thus  it  will  be  with  many  of  us  who  are  leaving  this  sale  and  dear 
haven,  Old  Exeter,  and  are  about  to  wander  in  paths  yet  unknown.  L  we 
are  assailed  by  the  craving  for  the  Wanderlust,  may  we  be  guided  in  the 
wray  that  will  Hess  humanity,  and  bestow  upon  those  following,  the  essence 
of  true  brotherliness.  Let  us  determine  at  the  start,  that  the  Acme  oi  all 
high  purpose  is  achieved  only  by  heeding  that  divine  Monitor  who  has 
promised  to  guide  and  guard  our  footsteps.  W  hen  we  honestrj  desin  to 
be  straight-forward  and  true,  pressing  onward  and  striving  to  that  end. 
then  love  for  mankind,  and  for  each  other,  will  be  the  charm  oi  OUT 
endeavors,  and  will  bring  about  that  blessed  harmony  which  has  ever  been 
the  highest  ideal  of  mankind. 
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ADAM  EATON  HITCHINS 


dla00  JInrm 


The  day  has  now  come  to  which  all  have  looked  forward. 

We've  reached  the  point  from  which  our  way  takes  a  bend. 
Though  sometimes  it's  seemed  very  long  as  we've  waited, 

Our  class  and  our  school  days  today  have  their  end. 

We've  thought  pf  it,  talked  of  it,  dreamed  of  it,  longed  for  it, 
Thinking  that  it  would  bring  naught  but  delight; 

But  now  we  find  sorrow  mingles  with  pleasure, 
And  the  prospect  of  leaving  is  not  half  so  bright. 

We're  glad,  very  glad,  that  the  toiling  is  over, 
That  the  unpleasant  dead  past  may  bury  its  dead  ; 

But  a  sadness  will  come,  when  we  think  of  the  parting; 
Friendships  to  be  broken,  farewells  to  be  said. 

As  students  no  more  shall  we  march  to  the  campus, 
Nor  join  in  the  cheering,  nor  shout  round  the  flames 

Of  the  bonfires  we  so  exultantly  kindled 
For  victories  won  in  the  Andover  games. 

The  work  of  the  class  room,  the  service  in  chapel, 
The  rooms  and  the  yard  where  we  gathered  of  yore 

To  sing  the  old  songs  or  discuss  the  day's  happenings  — 
These  all  lie  behind  us;  the  world  lies  before. 

Yes,  today  is  our  last  one  as  Exeter  students, 

But  we  shall  always  be  Exeter  men. 
In  the  depths  of  our  hearts  our  lives  here  we  can  cherish, 

And,  in  our  memories,  live  o'er  again. 
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Oh,  Exeter!    Thou  in  whose  halls  we  have  labored. 

To  whom,  at  the  last,  we  now  come  again, 
Though  'twas  as  boys  that  first  we  came  to  thee, 

Grant  that  in  leaving  we  all  may  be  men. 

And,  throughout  our  lives,  may  the  thought  of  our  schooldays 

Be  truly  a  talisman  banishing  care, 
And  may  thy  voice,  be  it  helping  or  pleading, 

Find  us  thy  sons,  though  it  be  anywhere. 

And,  as  we  have  conquered  the  troubles  of  schooldays, 
And  know,  for  the  most  part,  they  work  lor  the  best. 

So,  in  the  world,  may  we  strive,  with  the  know  ledge 
That  'tis  only  the  trials  give  the  victory  its  zest. 

And  so,  at  the  close,  we  are  glad  to  have  been  here. 

Glad  that  thy  blessing  goes  with  us  through  life, 
And  we  hope  that  thy  sturdy,  old  ,%  Exeter  Spirit." 

Somehow,  may  help  us  to  win  in  the  strife. 
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EMORY  PERCIVAL  ELDREDGE 


LASSMATES  AND  FRIENDS :— The  history  of  our  class 
began  on  the  sixteenth  of  September,  nineteen  hundred  and 
two.  On  that  day  about  thirty-five  youths,  the  original  mem- 
bers of  our  class,  reported  in  Room  2,  of  this  building  to  take 
the  entrance  examinations.  Of  that  number  barely  eight  have 
stood  the  test  and  are  among  those  who  are  now  leaving  behind 
them  forever  their  preparatory  school-days.  The  four  long 
years  which  we  have  spent  so  profitably,  are  at  an  end.  As 
we  turn  back  the  pages  of  our  class  history,  we  find  inscribed  there  many 
things  of  which  we  are  justly  proud,  many  which  we  wish  had  been 
written  differently;  and,  though  we  regret  the  latter,  we  realize  their 
necessity,  we  understand  that  one  man  or  one  body  of  men  cannot  excel  in 
all  things.  And  so,  though  we  have  been  by  no  means  an  extraordinary 
class,  we  are  proud  to  have  been  at  least  a  representative  class  of  Phillips- 
Exeter.  5l 
In  our  entrance  examinations  we  must  have  been  uniformly  success- 
ful, for  we  were  all  present  at  the  chapel  exercises  next  morning,  as  scared 
a  lot  of  "preps"  as  ever  entered  this  historic  hall.  Before  the  last  bell 
sounded,  however,  we  were  somewhat  recovered  from  our  fright  and  were 
prepared  for  the  worst.  The  exercises  that  morning  were  most  impressive 
to  us,  and  the  charge  which  Mr.  Amen  laid  upon  the  new  boys  sank  deep 
in  our  minds.  Immediately  after  chapel  lessons  were  assigned  for  the 
next  day,  and  the  Class  of  Nineteen  Hundred  and  Six  was  fairly  started 
on  its  course. 

Soon  after  the  beginning  of  the  term  we  organized  our  class  and 
elected  a  football  captain  and  a  manager.  Our  intention  was  to  sweep  all 
before  us  in  football,  baseball,  and  track,  but  unfortunately  '05  had  no 
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sympathy  with  our  ambitions,  for  she  squelched  them  utterly,  in  football 
by  a  score  of  47  to  0,  in  baseball  7  to  5 ;  in  the  Faculty  Shield  Meet  we 
won  only  six  points,  in  bowling  we  lost  every  match.  Though  we  were 
greatly  grieved  at  our  defeats,  we  need  not  have  been,  lor  such  has  been 
the  lot  of  every  -4prep"  class  since  time  immemorial. 

As  in  athletics,  so  in  the  class-room  did  we  surfer  inglorious  defeat. 
Each  morning  between  eleven  and  twelve  o'clock  we  fought  our  daily 
round  with  Mr.  Tufts,  striving  in  vain  to  convince  him  that  we  knew  some 
thing  about  English.  It  is  doubtful  if  we  ever  succeeded.  One  day  he 
asked  a  fellow  who  wrote  "Gray's  Elegy,"  and  the  student  replied, 
"  William  Cowper." 

In  Latin  we  gave  Mr.  Rogers  brilliant  translations,  as.  lor  example, 
that  sentence  of  Gordon's  beginning,  "And  fCaisar  led  across  the  Rhine 
his  having-been-led-out  army." 

Our  knowledge  of  Roman  history  was  truly  wonderful.  Souk-  ol  US 
actually  knew  things  which  were  not  so.  One  fellow,  I  remember,  took 
up  nearly  the  whole  period  one  day  in  a  debate  with  Mr.  Chadwick  on  the 
question,  "Resolved,  that  the  Lares  and  Penates  of  the  Romans  were  bar- 
baric tribes  of  Northern  Etruria".  Our  classmate  maintained  theaffirma 
tive  and,  sad  to  say,  came  off  second  best. 

Of  our  second  year  at  Exeter  little  need  be  said.  Though  our  mem- 
bership was  greatly  increased,  there  was  a  deartli  of  athletes  in  our  class 
and  our  victories  were  but  few.  In  bowling,  however,  we  achieved  our 
first  triumph,  winning  the  winter  tournament  by  a  safe  margin. 

The  school  athletic  teams  of  that  year  were  especially  noteworthy, 
winning  from  our  rivals  at  Andover  in  all  three  brandies  oi  athletics. 

Our  upper  middle  year  saw  our  numbers  increased  to  129,  among  the 
new  members  being  John  Francis  Hughes,  whose  virtues  both  as  brilliard- 
'st,  after-dinner  speaker,  and  hot-air  artist  are  well  known  to  all. 

The  year  was  marked  by  several  important  events,  among  others  the 
victory  over  Andover  in  football  by  a  score  of  35  to  10. 

In  the    class-room    many  amusing    incidents    occurred.    One  daj 
Merriam,  when  called  upon  to  tell  about  the  famous  "Magna  Charta, 
declared  that  it  was  granted  to  Connecticut  by  the  King  oi  England  and 
that  it  was  hidden  in  the  Charter  Oak. 

In  the  English  class  great  merriment  was  caused  by  a  fellow  named 
Gilbert.  He  was  reading  aloud  from  Shakespeare's  "  Julius  Caesar,"  the 
scene  of  the  assassination,  in  which  Caesar  recognizes  Brutus  among  his 
assailants.  Evidently  Gilbert  had  forgotten  his  Latin,  for  he  read  in  a 
loud  voice,  "Tut!  Tut!  brute!"  a  command  which  was  not  heeded  how, 
ever,  for  everyone  burst  forth  into  loud  laughter. 
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The  last  great  event  of  the  year  was  our  class  banquet,  which  was 
unique  in  its  way,  since  it  was  presided  over  by  two  toast-masters,  one 
"pro  tempore,"  the  other  "post  tempus." 

The  summer  vacation  was  soon  over,  and  we  returned  to  our  school 
work  seventy-eight  strong.  We  were  now  to  reap  the  fruit  of  our  three 
years  of  steady  application.  We  had  survived  the  jokes  of  Junior  English, 
braved  with  safety  the  dangers  of  Caesar's  campaigns  in  Gaul,  wound  our 
way  through  the  maze  of  Wentworth's  Plane  Geometry,  and  at  last 
attained  the  exalted  rank  of  Seniors.  With  visions  of  diplomas  and 
mortar-board  caps  before  us,  we  plunged  into  our  school  work  with  a  new 
zest. 

Our  class  athletics  of  this  year  have  been  most  successful.  The  bowl- 
ing tournament  resulted  in  an  overwhelming  victory  for  '06;  in  the  mid- 
winter exhibition  our  drill  squad  won  first  place;  while  the  Faculty  Shield 
Meet  and  the  baseball  championship  were  lost  by  such  a  narrow  margin 
that  the  mighty  (?)  class  of  1907  has  not  been  heard  to  boast  very  loudly 
of  these  close  victories. 

During  the  past  school  year  many  things  have  happened  which  need 
but  brief  mention  here  since  they  are  still  fresh  in  our  minds.  New  faculty 
members  have  been  appointed,  a  successful  gymnasium  exhibition  held,  a 
production  of  "The  Rivals"  given;  in  short,  it  has  been  a  most  eventful 
year. 

On  the  fourteenth  day  of  April  the  Seniors  appeared  about  the  grounds 
wearing  unique  short-visored  caps.  Of  course  the  upper  middlers  were 
jealous,  as  they  always  are  when  they  are  not  themselves  at  the  center  of 
the  stage.  But  we  did  not  mind  their  envy;  we  did  not  consult  their 
wishes  in  the  least,  but  went  our  way,  proud  of  our  caps,  proud  of  our- 
selves. And  yet  our  confidence  was  somewhat  shaken  as  occasionally  we 
were  greeted  by  the  cry,  "Bell-hop!"  "Ting-a-ling ! "  "Bring  me 
some  ice  water,  please!  " 

And  now  the  last  year  of  our  course  at  Phillips  Exeter  has  come  and 
gone,  and  we  stand  at  the  threshold  of  a  new  life,  longing  for  it,  yet 
regretting  to  give  up  the  old  one.  As  we  continue  the  perusal  of  our  class 
history,  we  come  suddenly  to  the  end  of  the  chapter  and  find  printed  in 
bold  type: 

End  of  Part  First 
(  To  be  continued J. 
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JOHN  JAY  HI  ATT 


New  York  City.  June  20,  1926, 


Thomas  C.  Coffin,  LL.D., 

Pittsburg,  Pa., 
Dear  Tom : 

As  you  were  unable  because  of  sickness  to  attend  our  twentieth 
class  anniversary,  I  was  appointed  to  take  your  place  as  class  secretary 
and  shall  endeavor  to  tell  you  of  the  fellows  from  A  to  Z.  To  show  that 
the  dinner  was  completely  successful  and  the  service  perfect  all  I  need  say 
is  that  it  was  held  at  the  Bergin  House  on  Fifth  Avenue.  In  the  basement 
are  handsomely  fitted  pool  rooms,  owned  by  J.  Bredemus,  and  to  the  right 
of  these  are  bowling  alleys  conducted  by  Batchelder.  But  I  know  you  are 
impatient  for  the  after-dinner  speeches  so  I  must  hurry  on. 

After  the  Rev.  Mr.  Goodwin  had  said  grace,  we  all  "fell  to"  and 
satisfied  the  inner  man.  Bob  Allen  was  disappointed  over  your  absence. 
Bob  is  a  banker  in  Portland  with  Arnold  teller  and  Bemis,  the  despair  ol 
Prof.  Francis,  expert  accountant.  Boyce.  who  sat  next  to  me,  showed  me 
his  own  Latin  text.  I  glanced  at  the  acknowledgments  and  saw  the  nana 
of  G.  W.  Berry,  A.B.  On  my  right  were  Carpenter,  Goomrigian,  and 
Charlton  discussing  chorus  girls.  It  seems  that  they  are  all  interested  in 
theatrical  work.  Later,  I  met  Hitchins,  who  is  advance  agenl  for  this 
combination.  He  described  the  chorus  girls  as  grand,  glorious  and  glitter 
ing,  and  twenty-three  in  number.  Opposite  me,  I  found  Eldredge  and 
Durgin  in  a  heated  discussion  over  the  use  of  the  subjunctive  mood  in 
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conditions.  Unwilling  to  accept  Prof.  Jones's  decision,  they  came  to 
blows.    In  the  scuffle,  a  card  fell  on  the  floor.    It  read  thus: 

JOHN  W.   DURGIN,  PHARMACIST, 

SUCCESSOR  TO  C.  M.  COLLINS. 
THE  STORE  WITH  THE  YELLOW  FRONT. 

Nabstedt  and  Doble,  physical  directors  of  the  Davenport  Academy, 
separated  the  contestants.  With  Nab  was  Jack  Curtis,  now  a  senator 
from  Massachusetts.  I  later  learned  that  Eldredge  is  a  Greek  instructor 
at  Harvard. 

Cigars  were  of  such  a  flavor  that  even  scholarship  men  could  smoke. 
Upon  inquiry,  I  found  that  these  cigars  were  made  by  Estabrook  and 
Gibson.  The  former's  favorite  is  the  "Laugerite,"  while  the  latter's  best 
seller  is  the  "Shamrock."  The  matches,  by  the  way,  were  made  by 
Sparks.  Between  puffs,  I  managed  to  learn  from  Wolff  that  he  has  a  free 
swimming  tank  in  New  York  City.  Also  a  free  emergency  hospital  for 
youths  afflicted  with  measles. 

Tink  Fernandez  was  enthusiastic  over  his  collection  of  new  poems, 
but  as  later  transpired,  Field  and  Negley  were  the  only  publishers  willing 
to  print  them.  Crowell,  the  traveller,  told  me  that  he  had  recently  seen 
Cooney,  now  a  great  orator,  and  Conklin,  leader  of  the  famous  Conklin 
Band,  at  Paris.  Stafford  Francis,  as  usual,  was  talking  to  everybody 
about  everything.  I  finally  learned  that  he  had  just  published  a  set  of 
new  mathematical  books.  Just  then  "Mary"  Friedman  hove  in  sight  and 
started  to  recite  a  maiden  speech  on  Woman's  Suffrage,  but  luckily  for 
me,  Cleaves  Fuller  happened  along.  Cleaves  gave  me  a  pass  over  the 
Boston  and  Maine  Railroad  of  which  he  is  now  president.  He  offered  one 
to  Friedman,  but  the  great  statesman  haughtily  refused  to  be  bribed. 
Pierce  and  Hallett  next  caught  my  attention  and,  choosing  the  lesser  of 
two  evils,  I  interviewed  Pierce,  who  eagerly  asked  me  for  my  Christian 
Fraternity  dues.  Pierce  is  president  of  a  Chicago  Collecting  Bureau. 
Hallett  informed  me,  in  a  loud  voice  and  with  an  important  air,  that  he 
was  a  drummer  from  Wayne  County. 

Hawke  sat  near  the  head  of  the  table  and  did  most  of  the  carving. 
He  is  an  expert  surgeon.  He  told  me  that  he  had  just  dressed  the  wounds 
of  A.  G.  FitzGerald  who,  it  seems,  was  injured  while  riding  in  an  auto  of 
his  own  make.  Fitzie's  first  words,  on  regaining  consciousness,  were: 
"  I  hope  Tufty  never  hears  of  this." 

Ben  Gillette,  now  a  physician  in  Toledo,  had  recently  visited  Boston 
and  spoke  of  a  new  department  store  on  the  corner  of  Washington  and 
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Summer  Streets.  Instead  of  the  old  k4Siegel,  Cooper  &  Co.  flags,  there 
are  new  ones,  "Moses,  Gordon  &  Co."  "We  Deal  in  Everything."  I 
next  hailed  the  two  Hales,  who  own  large  locomotive  shops  in  Philadelphia. 
Roger  Hitchcock  and  Dick  Warren  said  that  they  had  been  officials  at  the 
Exeter-Andover  Meet  a  month  previous.  Exeter  had  been  victorious  with 
the  score  49-47.  They  further  stated  that  William  Soule  is  an  instructor 
at  the  good  old  school. 

I  heard  a  loud  commotion  in  the  lower  part  of  the  hall  and  hence 
knew  that  Shorty  Long  was  there.  When  I  finally  found  him,  he  showed 
me  a  current  number  of  the  "Rexonian."  Hastily  glancing  over  the 
pictures  of  actresses  in  the  front  of  the  magazine,  I  saw  an  article  by 
Shorty  himself,  on  "Behind  the  Scenes."  The  second  contribution,  "  Life 
Among  the  Royalty,"  is  by  Alan  Dater  McLean.  This  is  a  delightful 
romance  with  a  scene  laid  in  the  Kingdom  of  Iona.  Following  this  was  a 
series  of  "  Views  From  the  Coast,"  by  McMicken.  Previous  articles, 
according  to  Long  whose  word  is  more  reliable  now  than  formerly,  w  ere  <>! 
equal  merit.  One,  "  Life  Among  the  Mormons,"  was  by  Paul  Williams, 
another  was  "Life  Among  the  Pennsylvania  Dutch,"  by  Perry  Beaver 
Strassburger,  and  a  third,  "How  to  Get  Rich,  by  D.  M.  MacFadyen.  I 
next  met  Merriam  and  White,  who  told  me  that  Mason  w  as  absent  because 
of  an  engagement  at  the  Robbins  Theatre  in  Boston.  Merriam  has  suc- 
ceeded his  father  as  political  leader  of  Essex  County  and  White  has 
invented  a  new  breakfast  food  which  is  most  successful. 

In  a  secluded  spot  I  found  a  prosperous  looking  gentleman  whom  I 
finally  recognized  as  McMahon.  He  has  acquired  immense  w  ealth  dealing 
in  ping-pong  paraphernalia.  Near  him  were  Fred  de  Selding  and  James 
Humble  Smith,  Jr.,  who  exchanged  stories  the  entire  evening.  The 
former  is  Mayor  of  Brooklyn,  while  Sandy  is  Police  Commissioner  <>i  Mt. 
Carmel.  As  I  left  these  two,  I  saw  on  the  opposite  wall  an  immense 
placard : 

FOR  THAT  TIRKD  PEELING 
DRIN  K 
MYERS'   ROOT  BEER. 

In  another  group  discussing  the  national  game  was  Keeler,  Kurt/,  and 
Hobbs.    The  first  two  are  Leading  stockholders  of  the  Tunkhannock  BaS4 
ball  Team,  while  Hobbs  is  playing  on  the  North  Hampton  Team  ol  the 
National  League.    At  this  point,  two  gaily  attired  gentlemen,  Charlie 
FitzGerald  and  Mr.  Henderson,  joined  US,     Charlie  boasted  ol  hi-  new 
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position  as  successor  to  Harry  Blood,  and  Henderson  was  equally  proud 
of  the  social  distinction  he  has  acquired  in  Indianapolis. 

Friedman,  looking  for  Milius,  president  of  the  United  States  Chess 
Association,  and  Allen,  looking  for  William  Bryan  Moses,  democratic 
nominee  for  President,  made  a  great  uproar.  However,  Willard  Rowe, 
now  a  Judge  at  Exeter,  soon  restored  quiet.  Willard  told  me  that  Suckley 
owns  much  real  estate  in  Exeter.  In  another  corner,  I  heard  Wilmot, 
president  of  an  Elocution  Seminary,  haranguing  Towle,  who  is  a  whole- 
sale dealer  in  plows  and  harrows.  "Chick"  Morse,  a  successful  jeweler, 
drew  my  attention  to  Hector,  Merrill,  and  Pinney  seated  at  a  round  table. 
All  the  information  that  I  could  extract  from  them  was  that  they  were 
cowboys.  I  later  learned  that  they  own  the  whole  of  Fargo,  North  Dakota. 
They  were  drinking  with  evident  relish  a  colored  liquid.  I  tore  this  label 
from  the  bottle : 

LEARN  TO  DRINK 

VERUNA 

MADE  IN  LOWELL,  MASS., 

BY  V.   S.  SHEAR. 

RECOMMENDED  BY  GENERAL  NOYES. 

I  found  Hughes  and  S.  L.  Smith  discussing  generalities,  the  stage 
and  literal  translations.  Hughes  is  now  in  first-class  vaudeville  and  Smith 
has  published  several  translations.  Hughes  assured  me  that  all  this  is 
true.  I  next  met  Abe  Gretsch  and  had  a  delightful  chat  with  him.  He 
told  me  that  he  had  recently  represented  Styles  in  a  divorce  case  and  that 
Styles  had  won  out.  Last  of  all  Starbuck  came  in  but  it  was  so  late  that 
I  was  unable  to  learn  what  he  was  doing  or  where  he  was  living. 

Sincerely  yours, 

John  J.  Hiatt. 
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ROBERT  WINSLOW  GORDON 


T  is  only  natural  that  we  of  the  Class  of  Nineteen  Hundred 
and  Six,  should  feel  a  touch  of  sadness  as  we  part  from  our 
Alma  Mater.  During  the  past  four  years,  as  students  of  this 
Academy,  we  have  learned  to  love  the  old  school  deeply. 
Today  as  we  are  gathered  together  for  the  last  time  as  students, 
we  realize  that  we  owe  her  a  greater  debt  of  gratitude  than  we 
can  ever  fully  repay.  Our  life  here  has  had  a  deeper  and  more- 
lasting  meaning  than  the  mere  acquirement  of  knowledge. 
We  shall  soon  forget  what  little  Latin  or  Greek  we  now  know,  but  we 
shall  always  remember  those  principles  of  honesty  and  manliness  in  studies 
and  in  recreation,  which  are  the  very  foundation  of  the  true  Exeter  spirit. 
We  entered  boys,  we  go  forth  men,  proud  of  the  old  school,  and  proud  that 
we  are  to  take  our  places  among  her  loyal  alumni. 

We  have  good  reason  to  take  pride  in  our  Alma  Main,  who  for 
almost  a  century  and  a  quarter  has  been  noted  for  her  strong,  manh  grad 
uates  and  her  high  scholarship.  Today  she  stands  foremost  among  tin- 
preparatory  schools  of  America,  with  a  location  and  an  equipment  whic  h 
few  other  schools  can  equal.  But  the  wonderful  success  oi  Exeter  is  not 
due  to  her  surroundings  alone,  it  is  due,  rather,  to  the  spirit  oi  both  stu 
dents  and  alumni,  which,  ever  since  the  time  of  old  Dr.  Phillips,  has 
remained  practically  unchanged. 

And  now,  Undergraduates,  on  this  our  last  day  in  the  old  school, 
when  all  class  feeling  and  bitterness  is  a  thing  ol  the  past,  we  bring  you  a 
few  brotherly  words  of  advice,  which,  we  hope-,  may  help  you  in  the 
future.  Your  life  here  is  rich  in  its  possibilities  for  good  or  for  evil.  Try 
to  make  the  most  of  it,  do  your  best,  on  the  athletic  field  and  in  your  daily 
work,  to  keep  the  reputation  of  Exeter  pure  and  unspotted.    Y<>u  are 
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placed  to  a  large  degree  upon  3^our  honor  as  gentlemen.  Be  true  to  this 
trust,  true  to  yourselves,  and  when  you  go  forth  into  life  you  will  find  that 
the  habits  formed  at  Exeter  will  remain  with  you  and  help  you  wherever 
you  may  be. 

When  you  return  next  fall  to  resume  your  work,  you  will  see  many 
new  faces  in  the  old  chapel.  Perhaps  some  of  them  are  away  from  home 
for  the  first  time,  and  are  timid  and  awe-struck  by  their  new  surroundings. 
Make  them  feel  that  they  too  are  a  part  of  the  school,  teach  them  the  old 
traditions  and  start  them  upon  the  right  course.  Do  not  forget  the  little 
courtesies  of  every-day  life  which  go  to  make  up  a  true  gentleman.  A 
cheery,  "Hello,  fellows,"  and  a  bright  face  when  you  meet  each  other  will 
do  a  great  deal  toward  bringing  you  close  to  your  fellow  students. 

Within  the  last  month,  the  Academy  has  lost  one  of  her  most  loyal 
alumni,  in  the  death  of  Mr.  Wentworth  who  for  forty-five  years  devoted 
his  life  to  the  service  of  his  Alma  Mater.  Perhaps  no  one,  with  the 
exception  of  Dr.  Phillips,  has  done  as  much  to  make  the  reputation  of 
Exeter  what  it  is.  Let  us  take  a  lesson  from  the  lives  of  such  men  as  Mr. 
Wentworth  and  Mr.  Cilley,  who  not  only  "loved"  the  old  school  but 
showed  their  love  in  what  they  did  for  her,  let  us  pattern  our  lives  after 
their' s  and  let  us  be  as  true  to  old  Exeter  and  to  the  best  that  is  in  us  to 
the  end. 

And  now,  in  behalf  of  the  Class  of  Nineteen  Hundred  and  Six,  I  bid 
you  all  farewell. 
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iFtrflt  iMarsljal 
JOHN  ARNOLD  CURTIS 


MORRILL  ALLEN 


g>rrrrtant 
THOMAS  CHALKLEY  COFFIN 


>       X  0  5s  3s   S  g  «  >h  >  J5   oo   b   c   oo  /. 

*  tc  *  £  £  *  s  u     ^  s  s  ,:  a  a 

■tf  a  9  2  2  P  a  a"  &  2 


r    .  -  -  i  r  >  s  - 


o  .Q 


5 


o  5  - 


-'  y  - 


-  O 


2  tfi 


o 

•  T. 


s  a  ii  .  rf  »  a  a  °  & 

§  E  ?  a  -  d  /:  s 

i,S  i«  ^  S 

5  5  'E  e  ~  §  -  ' 

~  C  u  a  a  .?  "" 

a  /.  -  js  h  -  a 

•  =  5  7. 


O 

ON 


&  I  «  I 

P"    a  2  o 

*  =  ^  ~ 

^  j=  - 

g  ■  ^£ 

O   .2  CO  - 

S  5  E  2, 


^   ^    O    0J    S  = 


0J  3 


z  1  I 
_-  3  « 


CO    II    to    X  X 


=  a  u  o  Ho  o 
S  £  V,  J-7;  £  s-  ss  si 


_    W  S 

>-  =  — 
u  at 


h  —  *i  •  _  be  -  XI  F  ~~ 


&  5  «J  H  £ 
o  I  =  5  5 
£  /.  /.  /.  /. 


P  5  3 

7.  C  r- 

m  •—  u 

£  ?  s 

x  :-  £ 


<  : 

u 

h 


2  5 


>;  g 

a 


be  = 
■C  -= 


IS 


S  S  3  i  .5 


^3 

^  o  >— 

C  cfl  l-< 

o  X  w 

n  o  ^ 

u  a  o  r  « 

S  «  ■ 

<J  <  pa 


a  S3 


S  P  >  <  u 


u      o  j=  — >  u 

I  £  S I  s  8 


5  2 


H  M  x 


i  —  A  — 


x  a  : 

111 

-     w  w 


tflfc 

X  ■  n 

7  -  i 


.  a 
u  r 


THE  FACULTY 


ESTABLISHED  1873 


irwjgtat 

Agent  for  Huyler's  Candies,  -  -  -  EXETER,  N.  H 

The  F.  W.  ORDWAY  CO. 


UP=TO=DATE 


Clothing,  Footwear,  Furnishings, 
Bath  Robes,  Pajamas  .... 

133  Water  Street,        .         .         .  .      Exeter,  N.  H 


D.  P.  FOSTER 

i  Tine^§1w  Repairing  i 

UNDER  THE  COAL  SICN 

J89  WATER  STREET  J*  J*  EXETER 


THE  EXETER  GAS  LIGHT  COMPANY 


Has  a  full  supply  of  Table  Lamps,  Man- 
tles, Globes,  Fixtures,  Stoves,  and  all  Gas 
Appliances  of  every  description. 


OFFICE, ...  CENTRE  STREET,  P.  0.  BLOCK 

A.  F.  COOPER 

SUPERINTENDENT 

Sty?  lExrtn  Sanking  (Eflmjrang, 

TRANSACTS  A  GENERAL  BANKING  BUSINESS  " 

BANK  HOURS:  9  TO  2. 
SATURDAYS,  9  TO  12. 


D.  KELLEHER, 
:::  STUDENT'S  DINING  ROOM  ::: 

AND  FRUIT  STORE 
Depot  Square,  EXETER,  N.  H. 


e  Intercollegiate  Bureau  of  Academic  Costume 


COTRELL  &  LEONARD, 


ALBANY,  N.  Y. 


Makers  of  CA  pS  anJ  QOWNS 


To  the  Student  World  of  America 


CLASS  CONTRACTS  A  SPECIALTY 
CORRECT  HOODS  FOR  DEGREES 
RICH  GOWNS  FOR  PULPIT  AND  BENCH 


THE  SQUAMSCOTT 


cModern  in  all  its  (Appointments 
Table  Unexcelled  


W.  R.  'BUCKNAM,  Proprietor 


Are  you  Looking  for  a  Nice  Lunch? 

 If  You  Are  Don't  Forget 

McLANE'S  CAFE 

WILLIAM  McLANE,  Under  the  Gas  Office  in  the 

Exeter,  N.  H.  Post  Office  Building 


J.  W.  FIELD, 

P.  E.  A.  '90 


STUDENT'S  ROOM  FURNISHINGS, 

AS  FURNITURE,  RUGS,  DRAPERIES,  ETC. 

Picture  Framing,  Repairs,  Packing  6-  Shipping  Goods  promptly  attended  to 
SECOND-HAND  GOODS  BOUGHT  AND  SOLD 
INO.    248    WATER   STREET,  EXETER 

No  Fancy  Prices  to  Students.       Courteous  Treatment  and  Consistent  Prices 


Exeter  Rose  Conservatories 

GEORGE  W.    HILLIARD  PROPRIETOR 


CUT  FLOWERS  OF  ALL  KINDS  FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 
ROSES  A  SPECIALTY 


GROVE  STREET,  ::         ::         ::  EXETER,  N.  H. 

JAMES  W.  DEWHIRST 


WATER  STREET,  _  _ 

NEAR  TOWN  HALL  EXETER,    N.  H. 

FACIAL  MASSAGE  A  SPECIALTY 


In  all  grades.  Solid  Gold,  Sterling  Silver  and 
Roman  Gold,  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt 
of  price.  Always  in  stock  the  Seal,  Brooches, 
Buckles,  Hat  Pins  and  Fobs. 


J  AS.  H.  TATTEHSALL,  Uhe  T.  E.  A.  Jeweler 

No.  146  WATER  STREET,  EXETER,  N  II. 

4brl904-  1905-  1906  CLASS  PINS  TO  ORDER 


GEORGE  M.  BEATON 
^ — JYIaker  of  JMen's  Clothes,... 

FOREIGN  AND  DOMESTIC  WOOLENS 

WATER  STREET 

EXETER,  N.  H. 


DR.  NUTE 


SELECT  STYLES  FOR 
FASTIDIOUS  CUSTOMERS  

POPULAR  STYLES  FOR  <ALL 
Only  the  Finest  repairing  and  the  Best  Optical  Work. 

O.  H.  SLEEPER, 

JEWELER  =^^^^^—=—^—  EXETER 


Walter  Tuttle,  M.  D. 


The  HF  Group 

Indiana  Plant 
082132  E  68  00 


1/19/2007 


